Goina To The Chuppah and We're Gonna Get 
Married 


Author: BaronZemo 

Bands: L.A. Guns 

Characters: Philip Lewis, Tracii Guns 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Mar 17 201b 19:05:40 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
For the purposes of this story (and the funny) neither Phil nor Tracii have ever been married or have any 


kids. Go with it. 


Phil Lewis made it as far as the Jack In The Box by the Inglewood Forum before his nerves had him shaking so 
bad that he was forced to pull into the parking lot and try to get himself together. The stress was going to 
take years off his life. He could almost fee/ a bald spot forming on his crown. 

"Well," he said out loud to himself. "This day can't get any worse." 


The passenger-side door popped open and a grinning Tracii Guns jumped in. 


"| was wrong," moaned Phil. 


"Philys," said Tracii. He knew Phil hated that stupid nickname, damn him. He waved a bag of greasy hamburgers 


under Phil's nose. "Is this what you're craving? | thought you were a vegetarian or some shit like that." 
"Get out of my car," Phil told him through gritted teeth. 


Tracii laughed and popped a French fry into his mouth. "Glad to see you too, fucker." He was wearing a vest 
with no shirt, proudly displaying his many tattoos, a turquoise necklace, and a scruffy beard. Aging had taken 
it's toll on many of their peers; the rockers who had once ruled the Sunset Strip in the Eighties with their 
pouty lips and mile-high sprayed hair were now ravaged by time. But Tracii, never a beauty, had aged into a 


hippie, comfortable in his skin and no harder on the eyes than he'd ever been 
Phil glared at him balefully. "This is one of the worst days of my life, and you're not making it any better." 
"The hell is wrong with you?" 


Phil groaned and banged his forehead on the steering wheel, making his horn honk. "My visa expired. I'm going 
to be deported, Tracii. Go ahead, gloat" 


"Why would | gloat about that?" Tracii sounded perplexed. 


"We've spent the better part of ten years despising one another! You tried to ruin the band! Fine then, you've 
won. I'm to be deported back to gloomy old England where I've no friends, no family, no career whatsoever." He 


lifted his head from the steering wheel to find Tracii studying him with a curious look on his face. 
"Can't you find someone to marry you for a green card?" Tracii asked, wiping his greasy fingers on Phil's seat. 


Phil smacked him on the hand. "Don't think | haven't asked around. I'm not the hot commodity | was in 1989. 
Everyone's either already married or not willing to marry me. | even called my old bandmate Phil Collen, but 


he's currently married and --" 
"Wait," interrupted Tracii. "You asked a dude to marry you?" 
Phil huffed. "It's legal now, Tracii." 


He could almost see the gears turning in Tracii's brain. This made Phil sweat a little. Tracii wasn't one for 
brilliant ideas -- mostly things like "Watch me drink an entire bottle of Jack Daniels and puke off this pier" or 
"lIl beat up this biker and all his friends; I'm sure my band will back me up in the ensuing melee." Tracii was 
the biggest mess Phil had ever known He was the only person who'd ever gotten Axl Rose, Bret Michaels, and 
all the members of Quiet Riot to agree on something, which was that they were all thoroughly done with 
Tracii's bullshit. 


"Hear me out," Tracii said, leaning in a little closer. "I've got tax problems. You've got visa problems." 


"| don't like where this is going." Sweat was pouring off Phil now. 


". so what do you say you and me get married, and solve each other's problems?" Tracii smiled like this was 


the best idea in the world. 

Phil gawked at him. "Are you proposing to me?" 
"You could do worse," said Tracii. 

‘| sincerely doubt that!" 


"C'mon, man." Tracii was giving him his best, saddest brown puppy dog eyes. "It doesn't sound like you've got 


too many other takers." 


Phil sat back in his car seat and stared straight ahead. He had the thousand yard stare of a shell-shocked 


soldier. "| can't believe I'm actually considering this." 


"Hang on," said Tracii. He hopped out of the car and ran across the parking lot. Phil was sorely tempted to roar 
out of the Jack In The Box parking lot and leave him behind, but Tracii had left his bag of hamburgers on the 
seat. And Phil would feel guilty throwing it out the window and wasting it. Tracii jumped back into the car, 
fumbling with a couple small plastic balls. Dimly, Phil realized that they were the kind you got out of a machine 


when you put in your quarters. 


One of the plastic balls popped open, and Tracii produced a cheap ring. It had a Raiders logo on it. "C'mere," he 
said, taking Phil's hand and sliding the ring on his finger. "There, it's official." He put the other plastic ball into 
Phil's lap. 


Phil stared at the ring in astonishment. He popped open the offered plastic ball and, on auto-pilot, drew out 
another ring. "Ah, fuck, it's got the Lakers logo," said Tracii, but he held out his hand and Phil slid the ring on 
his finger. 


Chapter Two 


Phil Lewis walked into the revolving doors at the entrance to the US Embassy, did a complete revolution, and 


then walked back out and collided with Tracii Guns. 
"Watch where you're going, jackass," his fiancé told him. 


| can't do this," said Phil, panic taking over him. "This is madness. They'll take one look at us and know this is a 


farce. | can't go to prison, Tracii. I'm too beautifull I'll never survive." 

"You're not going to jail," said Tracii, before taking one last drag on his joint and stubbing it out under the heel 
of his boot. "And if you do, I'm sure you'll look great in your orange jumpsuit. Look, there's nothing to worry 
about. We're gonna pull this off, no problem. Now, hold my hand." 

Cringing, Phil took Tracii's hand in his. 


Tracii glared at him. "At least pretend that you like me." 


Phil was about to say something snarky in response, when Tracii dropped his hand and gave him a swift kick to 
the ass that sent him flying back into the revolving doors. A moment later, Tracii joined him on the other side. 


It was Phil's turn to glare at Tracii. "You wanker--" 

"Love you, too." 

They were ushered in for their interview into a cramped, windowless office overflowing with paper. The 
interviewer, a forty-something woman with pictures of little kids taped all over her desk, had them take a seat 
and gave them a long look before saying, "Which one of you is Tracii?" 

"That'd be me," said Tracii, grinning. 

"And you spell your name with two ‘i's?" 

"My parents were teenage hippies." Tracii shrugged, as though that explained anything. 


"All right. Mr. Lewis, when did you first meet Mr. Guns?" 


Phil's hands were sweating. He was so panicky that he nearly forgot the answer, despite it being a matter of 
public record. "Err, in 1987," he managed. 


She turned to Tracii. "Is this accurate? In your paperwork, you said you'd known of Mr. Lewis since 1980." 


"| knew of him in 1980," Tracii clarified. He was so cool and collected that Phil couldn't help but be astonished. It 
had to be the weed keeping Tracii so calm. Phil was certain they'd just blown it only two questions into the 
interview but Tracii seemed to be salvaging things. "That's when | bought his album. But we didn't meet in 
person for seven years." 

"His album?" The interviewer let her glasses slide down to the tip of her nose. 

Tracii nodded, his grin expanding into a happy smile. "Sheer Greed That was the title of the first Girl album -- 
that was the name of his first band, Girl. | bought the vinyl in a little shop on the Sunset Strip. It was love at 


first sight.. this gorgeous guy on the cover with the ‘hump me’ eyes and the slutty shirt split down to here.” 
He gestured at a spot just above his navel. 


Phil took offense to this. "That outfit wasn't slutty. It was very glam." 

Tracii sighed, still lost in his memories. "Me and Axl used to play that record all the time.’ 
The interviewer tapped her pencil against her desk. "Axl?" 

"Axl Rose. | was the original guitarist in Guns N Roses," Tracii told her proudly. 


The interviewer gave them a questioning look, then dug through their paperwork "It says here you are both 
professional musicians and you played together in a band called.. LA. Guns?" 


“That's right," said Phil. 

"Look me up on Wikipedia," Tracii suggested. "You'll see I'm telling the truth." 

The interviewer tapped at her keyboard. Phil assumed she was taking notes, but after a moment she turned to 
them and said, "Oh my god, you're not kidding. You were in Guns N Roses. Is this you?" She turned her 
computer screen so they could see an old promo picture of LA. Guns in all their finery, against a hot pink 


backdrop. 


Phil felt faint. Tracii, on the other hand, was pleased as he could be. "That's us! Look honey," he said, taking 


Phil's hand. "Look how young and cute and in love we were back then" 

"Oh, the memories are flooding back," Phil groaned, 

‘Look up the Sheer Greed album and check out how slutty he used to be," Tracii told the interviewer. 
"Please don't," pleaded Phil. "And it was glam, for the last time 


The interviewer seemed to be fighting to get back on track. "Mr. Lewis, when did you realize you were in love 


with Mr. Guns?" 


Oh, God Tracii turned to look at him, his stare drilling into the side of Phil's face. This was it -- make it or 
break it time. He needed to make this as convincing as possible. "Our first trip to Japan," said Phil. "Tracii and | 
went out for sushi and we looked at each other from across the table, and | knew then, that I'd never met 
anyone like him or ever would again" That incident had happened, but Phil was leaving out the part about Tracii 
using his chopsticks to flick a piece of sushi into Phil's eye and Phil screaming at him, "You right bastard! Who 
acts like this?! I've never--!" 

"How often do you and Mr. Guns engage in sexual intercourse?" asked the interviewer. 

"Twice a day," said Tracii immediately. "Sometimes three times." 


Phil shot him a look of pure horror. 


Tracii jostled him with his elbow. "Don't be embarrassed, honey. You're insatiable. It's nothing to be ashamed of. 
Fortunately, l'm up to the task" 


The interviewer wrote down some notes while Phil kicked him under the desk 
"What was that?" asked the interviewer, looking up at the noise. 

"Phil playing footsie with me under the desk," said Tracii, rubbing at his shin 
"Next question, please," said Phil. 

"Mr. Guns, what is Mr. Lewis' religion?" 

"Lapsed Catholic," said Tracii. 

"Mr. Lewis, what is Mr. Guns' religion?" 

"Lapsed Jew," said Phil. 

"That's not even a thing.” Tracii rolled his eyes. The interviewer ignored him and went on. 
"Mr. Guns, what is Mr. Lewis' favorite food and drink?" 

“Sushi and wine." 

"Mr. Lewis, what is Mr. Guns favorite food and drink?" 


"Snack food and whatever's the cheapest beer on tap." 


"Mr. Guns, where did Mr. Lewis grow up?" 
"London" 

"And Mr. Lewis, where did Mr. Guns grow up?" 
"A commune in Southern California" 


The interviewer compared the questions to the paperwork and seemed a little taken aback. "Wow, you got them 


all correct. One last question: Mr. Lewis, does Mr. Guns wear boxers or briefs?" 

"Trick question," said Phil. "He never wears underwear." 

Tracii smirked. "I'm free-balling it as we speak." 

The interviewer narrowed her eyes at them. Phil's world was reduced to a tiny pinprick of panic; this woman 
held his life in her hands. "This is perhaps the oddest visa request I've ever had," she told them. "But | can find 
no obvious reason to deny your visa, as you've passed with flying colors. You have thirty days to wea." 


Phil jumped up in his chair and took her hands to shake them. "Oh my goodness, thank you--" 


"Fuck yeah!" Tracii stuck out his tongue and put up his devil horns. "I'm gonna marry the fuck out of youl" he 
told Phil triumphantly. 


The interviewer snapped her pencil in half. 


Chapter Three 


Phil Lewis woke up the next morning, groaned due to the pounding in his head, and rolled over to find Tracii 
Guns laying beside him in bed, his chin resting on his hand. 


"Good morning," said Tracii. 
"Ah, no." Phil tried to hide under his sheets. "We didn't!" 


Tracii tore the sheets off him and said in a rather pissy voice, "Don't play like you don't remember. You 
weren't THAT drunk. After some of the dogs I've seen you bring back to the tour bus when you were drunk 


off your ass, you don't get to act like waking up next to me is gonna scar you for life." 


Since his plausible deniability (and his sheets) had been ripped away, Phil settled for glaring at Tracii. They'd 
gone out to a bar to celebrate their engagement/successful visa interview, had gotten a couple drinks, and 
made fun of some of the has-beens and never-weres at that crappy watering-hole. Then they'd gone back to 
Phil's place and, well.. Tracii gave great head. Phil was ashamed that he remembered how great Tracii's head 
was, being that the last time Tracii had gone down on him was in 2002. Phil dearly wished that he'd gotten 
such great head in the last ten years to make Tracii's great head into a dim, dusty memory, but that wasn't 


the case. 


Tracii sat up in Phil's bed and lit a joint. The door cracked and both of Phil's cats padded in, jumped on the bed, 
climbed into Tracii's lap and began to purr, ignoring Phil altogether. 


"Traitors," Phil hissed at them. 


The cats rubbed themselves against Tracii like sluts. He chuckled and stroked them with his free hand. "I 


always had a way with pussies," he said. Looking around, he said out of the blue, "Hey, | should move in here." 
"What now!" Phil looked at him as though he'd gone mad. 


It Il look better for the visa if we're living together," Tracii pointed out. "Plus, | could rent out my apartment 
and actually make some dough." He had some substantial overdue taxes to pay off, so money was tight for 


him right now. 


He had a reasonable point, but Phil wasn't ready to concede that. He still held a grudge against Tracii that 
dated back ten years or more, and he jumped on the chance to needle him. "If you'd managed your career and 
finances better, you wouldn't be stuck in this predicament," Phil told him. "Serves you right for trying to steal 


LA. Guns out from under me." 


Tracii blew smoke from the side of his mouth. "Oh, someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed this 
morning. | thought | sucked your dick so good, that maybe you wouldn't bitch at me, but | was wrong. You 


wanna be like that? Okay, let's be like that. First of all: LA. Guns is mine! | own half the rights to the name! 
Secondly, I'm not the one who's facing deportation. Yeah, | got tax problems, but if | have to pay the IRS ten 
bucks a month for the rest of my life, so be it. Until | showed up to save your ass, you were well and truly 
fucked Just like you were in 1187. You were washed-up and friendless then, and | saved your ass and gave you 
everything." 


"That's not so, | have lots of friends," said Phil. 


"Yeah! Lots of friends! Lots of famous friends. And how many of them were willing to marry you to save your 
scrawny ass? Zero. Zip. Nada Not a single one. Hey, guess what, everyone knows that Phil Lewis will talk shit 


behind your back, and then come running when he needs something. No one's fooled by you." 


Phil winced. That stung He had to admit, it did hurt that none of his old friends or bandmates were willing to 
do this for him. Steve Riley, he could forgive -- Steve had been married for over thirty years, he wasn't 

going to divorce her for Phil. It was a bit disheartening to realize that Tracii Guns was the only one willing to 
save Phil from being deported. He'd said a lot of nasty things to and about Tracii over the years, that much 
was true, but Tracii had deserved some of it. "Let's not fight anymore," said Phil. "I'm weary of fighting with 


you." 


"So can | move in with you? Yes or no?" Tracii asked. 


"Finel You can have the guest bedroom down the hall. Just for god's sake don't try growing weed in my 
garden." 


Tracii pondered on this. "What about shrooms?" 
Phil yanked his shirt and trousers on. "Just don't let me know about it.” 


One of the cats was batting at the necklace hanging around Tracii's neck with her paw. Tracii stroked her soft 
nose. "Hey, Phil," he said, waiting till Phil looked at him. "I never hated you, okay? | was done with your bullshit, 
and | know you spent a lot of time hating me, but | never hated you. | need you to know that: 


Phil regarded him for a minute. "I've quite a lot of flaws, haven't |? | spose we both do. Can we agree that 


what's passed is passed? So we can live together?" 


"I'm cool if you are," Tracii told him. They lingered awkwardly for a moment, neither quite sure if they should 
shake hands or hug or fist-bump or maybe make out. Finally, Phil opted to break eye contact and shuffle out 
to the living room. He sat down at his computer to start making plans for the wedding. They had only a couple 
weeks to pull this off, and practically no budget. He and Tracii had talked it over last night at the bar, and 
decided that a quicky wedding in Vegas was the best bet. Tracii had told him to pick out a casino and get an 
Elvis impersonator to marry them. The casino package deals were great: they included the flowers, 
photographer, the license, even the booze, everything they needed to make this look legit for the immigration 


authorities. 


He even found a casino that had an Elvis impersonator rabbi Even better. He made the reservations and even 
emailed invitations to everyone in his contacts. The more people they had at their wedding, the better. 


"Riley better not come to our fucking wedding," grumbled Tracii as he emerged from the bedroom, clad only in 
his tattoos and necklace. The cats weaved in and out of his feet as he walked, their tails curling around his 
calves. "I still hate that son of a bitch." He opened Phil's fridge and grimaced. 


"Steve's not coming," Phil said. "I'm not foolish enough to invite him. What are you looking for?" 


"Soda or maybe a bottled water." Tracii peered over the fridge door at him. "Why do you have so much damn 
wine in your fridge?" 


"White wine is better chilled," Phil told him. "Try a glass. St. Veran les Deux Moulins, a very good year." 
"Manischewitz. Every year's a good year," said Tracii happily. He poured a glass of tap water for himself, then 
poured another and brought it over for Phil. Phil was rather touched by the gesture, even though he didn't 


really feel hungover. "Did you pick out the wedding stuff?" 


"Done and done.” Phil printed out the invitations and gave them to Tracii. "Take these to Kinko's and then mail 


one to whichever relatives you wish to invite." 


"My mom's been dying for me to get married" Tracii was all smiles. 


Chapter Four 


Phill Phil, you won't believe what | just scored for us!" 
"Oh god" Phil blanched. "What did you do now?" 


Tracii huffed into the phone. "What's with your pissy tone? | get us something cool, and you're acting like | did 


something illegal." 


‘lm still not recovered from your last ‘score’ when | had to smuggle that endangered tortoise over the border 


in my trousers.” 
Y 


"C'mon, that was one time. Anyway, think of this as my way of paying you back for saving me from that drug 
lord. | called up this classic rock station in Vegas called KXPT.." 


Phil slumped into his chair, barely able to keep the cell phone to his ear. "Oh no. No no no." 


"I know right! When did Motley Crue become classic rock?! Anyway, in return for the exclusive on our wedding 


story, they got us free tickets for a concert! How sick is that!" 

"You didn't.” Phil clung to his denial, but it was useless. Tracii had ripped his world to shreds once again. "You 
sold our wedding for concert tickets? Did it occur to you | might not want my gay wedding to my ex-bandmate 
publicized?" 

"Remind me never to do anything nice for you ever again," said Tracii. 


"Which concert?" 


Tracii laughed at him. "Yeah, that's the Phil Lewis | know and love. Somebody called Mumford and Sons. | dunno. 


It's live music, we'll have a great time." 


"ltd better be worth whoring out the most private and beautiful day of my life, my wedding day, to soulless 
corporate radio," sniffed Phil. "By the way, should | get a white tux or a black tux?" 


". we're wearing tuxes? | thought I'd just show up in my favorite shirt and some sandals." 
"That's not funny.” 
"| wasn't joking?" Tracii sounded legitimately confused. "| wanted to go barefoot to the wedding, but | thought 


you might think the tan lines on my feet are crass, hence the sandals. Anyway, wrap up your wedding 


shopping, because l'm picking you up in ten minutes." 


"Why?" Phil closed the browser window on his laptop. 


"Because the Mumford and Sons concert is at seven and | wanna get there early and get spots at the front. 


Do you think there'll be a moshpit?" 
Two hours later, Phil and Tracii had discovered that, without a doubt, there had never been and never would 
be a moshpit at a Mumford and Sons concert. They weren't sure there had ever been a pulse at one of these 


concerts. 


"This sucks," said Tracii, struggling to see the stage over the head of the guy in front of him, who's man bun 


blocked his view. "Why is that guy eating bacon?" 
"I think it's artisanal bacon," said Phil, as though that really explained anything. 


‘Our shows were way better than this," Tracii went on. "We were young and sexy and wore leather pants and 


ripped shirts. And you worked that mic like a stripper pole. Our music made people want to fuck" 


Phil cringed away from a fan wearing a flat clap and a tweed jacket. "Cor, this is like an audition for the 


Wurzels.” 


Tracii clasped him around the waist and dry-humped him a bit. "It's so cute when you think | get your weird 
British cultural references. Pip pip and all that." 


Phil shot him a look. 


"Which one do you think is Mumford and which ones are the sons?" asked Tracii, his attention returning to the 
stage. 


"Let's go home, do some of your drugs, put some bisexual porn on my laptop, and fuck like crazy people," 


suggested Phil. 

‘Oh my god, | knew there was a reason | wanted to marry you," said Tracii breathlessly. They elbowed their 
way out of the venue and headed out to the parking lot. As he went to unlock the car, Tracii turned to Phil. 
"Are you still mad about me selling our wedding for tickets to this shitty concert?" 

Phil sighed. "Not really. People would've found out eventually.” 


"It didn't occur to me that it might piss you off," admitted Tracii. "I mean.. l'm not embarrassed to be 


marrying you. Even if it's just for a green card" 
Phil graced him with a soft smile. "Thank you for the concert. If nothing else, it made me want to fuck you." 


Tracii winked at him. 


Chapter Five 


Tracii and Phil headed to Vegas a day early to check into their hotel, get their paperwork in order, and finish 
any other tasks left to the last minute. Picking up the license was a breeze, and that left them with time to 
kill before their wedding the next day. 


"Can't we go to the Cirque du Soleil show?" Phil asked as he and Tracii explored the Strip. 
"If | wanted to see freaks of nature contorting their bodies while wearing makeup and wigs, | coulda stayed in 


LA. and gone to a Poison show," drawled Tracii. He tugged at Phil's sleeve. "I know! Let's ride the New York, New 


York roller coaster!" 

"Let's not," said Phil brightly. 

"IFs either the roller coaster or you're taking me to David Copperfield,” warned Tracii. 

Phil gasped. "You wouldn't!" 

Tracii gave him a look that said that not only would he, he'd relish every minute of it. Phil had no recourse 
but to give in. His nerves might never recover from the roller coaster, but he had a fear of magicians since a 
mostly blacked-out childhood incident involving his sainted grandmother's pet bunny, Miss Havisham. 

Phil was regretting every life choice that had led him to this moment as the ride operator strapped him into 
the coaster car shaped like a New York taxi cab. Tracii, who was sitting next to him, whooped and cheered and 


pumped his fists in the air. "Let's do this! Yeah!" 


As they went over the first drop, Phil could feel his soul trying to leave his body. Tracii grasped his hand and 
yelled, "I got you! Relax and have fun!" 


Phil screamed his head off and held on for dear life to Tracii's hand. 

After the ride was over, Phil clambered out of the roller coaster on shaky legs and clung to Tracii. Tracii 
looked like he dearly wanted to go again, but he took one look at Phil and knew there was no way that was 
happening. They tottered their way back to the hotel. "| want you to know, that is the last roller coaster | will 
ever ride with you," Phil told him. 


"Sokay," said Tracii. He had one of Phil's arms slung over his shoulders. "I think you damn near broke my hand, 


anyway." 
As they approached their hotel, they found a couple of very familiar faces sitting out front waiting for them. 


"No! Holy fuck, it is you." Tracii's eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled. "Kelly and Mick, how the hell are 


ya?" 

Their old LA. Guns bandmates, Kelly Nickels and Mick Cripps, were hanging out by the ornamental flower pots 
outside the hotel. Though they wore new lines on their faces, they more or less looked the same as they had 
during their Eighties heyday. 

"Good to see you two old bastards again," said Mick, clapping first Tracii and then Phil on the back. 

"So you got the invitations then?" asked Phil. 

"We wouldn't have missed this for anything," Kelly assured him. "We even brought the wives." 

"Where are they?" asked Tracii. 

"Playing the slots. Maybe they'll win us some money for wedding gifts." Mick turned a bit to display the guitar 
he wore on his back. "I brought this along in case you wanted me to play a song for you to walk down the aisle 
to." 

"Hey, maybe we should busk and earn some cash that way," joked Kelly. 


Tracii's eyes lit up. "Why not! Gimme a minute and I'll run up to our room and get my guitar." 


"Bring down an empty coffee can or something so | can play rhythm," Kelly told him. Tracii ran off into the 
hotel, leaving Phil outside to catch up with Kelly and Mick. 


Its a regular LA. Guns reunion," Kelly said to Phil. "Minus Steve. He's not coming?" 


"Do you think Steve is coming to my wedding to Traci?" Phil groaned. "I can barely believe /m coming to my 
wedding to Tracii." 


Mick fidgeted a little. "So it's not a real wedding? You're getting married for what, a green card?" 
"It was this or get deported," confessed Phil. 


"Are you comfortable with this? | mean, marriage is a big deal" Mick was the expert on this, being the rare 


rock star who'd stayed married to the same woman for twenty-five years. 
‘Its purely a business arrangement," said Phil, flipping his hand here and there. "Tracii is well aware of that." 
Mick and Kelly shared a look. 


Tracii reappeared, carrying his own guitar and the plastic ice bin from their hotel room. "Showtime, boys!" 


The four erstwhile members of LA. Guns camped out on a street corner, Kelly drumming on the ice box with 
his hands, while Mick and Tracii strummed an acoustic version of "Shoot For Thrills". Phil tossed down his hat 


for tips, and launched into the lyrics. Soon, they attracted a group of curious onlookers. 
Tracii ripped into a solo, even trying a slide on his knees. It was somewhat underwhelming, but it was the 
effort that counted. "Don't be stingy, folks," he encouraged the audience. "Give frequently, give generously. 


We're raising money for our gay wedding.’ 


A lady tossed something into the hat. From his vantage point on his knees, Tracii peered into the hat and said, 
"A peso? What the fuck? That's like.. ten cents American." 


"Any requests?" Phil asked the crowd. 
"Do you know "Freebird"?" asked a sunburned tourist in a Hawaiian shirt. 


Mick and Tracii looked at each other and shrugged. Phil didn't know the words, so Kelly took over singing duties, 
with Phil clapping his hands in accompaniment. 


An hour later, they'd played "Over the Edge", "Sex Action’, "Electric Gypsy" twice, "War Pigs" by Black Sabbath, 
and a curious mash-up of the Beatles "Hey Jude" and their own song "Crystal Eyes". They were fifty bucks, 
twenty cents, an odd number of pesos, two buttons, and a lotto scratch-off richer. Kelly, Mick, Phil, and Tracii 
ambled back to the hotel to crow about their largesse to the wives. 

Mick and Kelly's wives were waiting for them in the hotel lobby. To their surprise, they found the ladies had 
won considerably more at the slot machines. "Oh, Mr. Big Rock Star," purred Kelly's wife, as she covered his 
face in kisses. "I'm taking you to that showgirl thing you've always wanted to see. My treat." 

Mick spoke quietly to his wife, and then pulled Tracii aside. "Lets go for a walk, man," he said. "| need some air." 
"You didn't get enough tonight?" Tracii laughed at him. 

"Just come with me." 

"You'd best make it back in time for the wedding." Phil's voice held a note of warning. 

I'm not standing you up at the altar," Tracii promised him. "Me and Mick gotta get caught up, that's all” 
Mick's wife took Phil to the hotel's restaurant for dinner, while Kelly and his wife headed up to their room. 
Mick and Tracii walked back out to the Strip, and as soon as they were out of earshot, Mick rounded on him 


and said, "You are in way over your head here." 


"What are you talking about?" 


"You've been in love with Phil for years," Mick said sternly. "How can you possibly think you can marry him 


and keep it strictly business? You're gonna break your own heart” 
"I do not love Phill" Tracii's protest didn't sound convincing even to him. Mick just rolled his eyes at him. 


"We need a drink," said Mick, directing them to a nearby bar. He put the fifty bucks on the counter and 
motioned to the bartender. "I can't deal with you sober right now." 


"Why would | be in love with Phil?" Tracii wondered out loud as the bartender put a beer in front of him. 

"Ive known you longer than anyone,” said Mick, before quickly amending that with, "Well, longer than anyone 
who's still on speaking terms with you. And you were butt-crazy over Phil way before you ever met him. You 
used to play that Girl album non-stop." 

"Hey, that album was fucking ace." 

Mick gulped down his own beer. "And then you jump at the chance to marry him. Did you move in with him?" 
Tracii made a face. "..Yeah." 

"Are you sleeping with him again?" Mick asked him pointedly. 

"Yeah." 


Mick sighed. "Butt-crazy in love with Phil, that's you." 


They left the bar and headed back down the Strip, somehow ending up in front of a tattoo parlor. Tracii, as 


was his wont, had a terrible, brilliant idea. "| need a new tattoo!" 

"You need a tattoo like Kip Winger needs a seventeen-year-old girl," Mick sassed at him, but Tracii was 
nowhere near drunk enough for the tattoo artist to turn away. Mick parked himself on the couch to keep an 
eye on Tracii. 

"His cats love me," Tracii said all of a sudden while the tattoo artist was busy at work. 

"Phil's cats?" Mick asked. 

"And he lets me grow shrooms in his garden" Tracii's eyes watered. 


"You okay there, buddy?" the tattoo artist asked him, noticing the tears in his eyes. 


Tracii sniffled and wiped at his eyes. "It's just... | think I'm in love with my fiancé." 


Mick let out a huff that clearly said ‘thats what I've been telling you! 


"Uh." the tattoo artist looked concerned. "Is your fiancé named Phil? Because that's what l'm tattooing on your 
ass, buddy, and if you're not marrying Phil, then you might have a hard time explaining this tattoo." 


Phil had finished a pleasant dinner with Mick's wife and found himself laying in bed in their hotel room, tossing 
and turning. He missed Tracii. This was at once absurd and infuriating. He'd got along without him for ten years, 
thank you very much, and how dare Tracii reinsert himself into Phil's life and then go gallivanting off and leave 
Phil an emotional mess. The night before their wedding! He'd just checked his cell to see if either Tracii or Mick 
had sent him a text when the door clicked open and Mick shoved Tracii into the room. 

"Goodnight, guys," Mick called out before closing the door. "See you at the wedding tomorrow.’ 


"Where've you been?" Phil asked as Tracii flopped down on his belly beside him. "I was worried sick, | was." 


"Awww, | didn't mean to worry you." Tracii snuggled into the sheets. "Me and Mick had to talk about some 
things." 


"You smell like beer. Go take a shower." 


Tracii went to get up, moving quite gingerly, but Phil noticed something plastic gleaming out of his waistband. 
He grabbed Tracii by the belt-loop. "What is that?" 


| can't show you right now," Tracii told him, batting his hand away. "It'll smear if you mess with it" 
"You got another tattoo? Won't it smear in the shower?" 


"Nah," said Tracii, grinning at him. "l'm just gonna run my head under the faucet and then brush my teeth. I'm 


not getting this baby wet." 


Chapter Six 


Phil awoke the next morning and for a moment, he was totally disoriented. He forgot why he had awoken in a 
strange room, in a strange bed. He rolled over and found Tracii sleeping beside him, and relief flooded him at 
the familiar sight. Wherever he was, he wasn't too lost as long as Tracii was beside him. They'd made it back 


together from certain doom enough times. 
Tracii smacked his lips and cracked his eyelids open "Whatcha staring at me for?" 


"No reason," said Phil a little too quickly. He stood up and opened the window curtain to find the Vegas skyline. 
He remembered now that they were getting married today. Strolling past the bed on his way to brush his 
teeth, Phil couldn't resist giving the sheet covering Tracii a tug and trying to see what his new tattoo looked 
like. 


Tracii smacked at his hand. "Save that for the wedding night." 


So like Tracii, running out for a new tattoo the night before his wedding. If it were anyone else, Phil would think 


they were mad. 


"Phil." Tracii hesitated, which was strange enough that it gave Phil pause. Tracii was not one to think too hard 
about what came out of his mouth. "Why are you so desperate not to go back to England? What's the big 


deal? | mean, that's where you're from." 


Oh. Phil sighed. "Well, I've no family. I'm an orphan, you know. After all these years, there's really no one in 
England for me to go home to." 


Tracii pondered on this. "In a few hours, you'll have some family. You'll have me and my family. We'll be going 


home together." 


For some reason, that statement made Phil so weak in the knees that he had to sit down. He couldn't meet 


Tracii's eyes, he stared out the window at the Vegas skyline. 


Meanwhile, in California, Axl Rose was riding along in his private limousine, staring at the world through 
blacked-out windows and dark sunglasses. The radio crackle served as background noise, blotting out some of 


the noise in his head. 


Zzzzzt... two washed-up rock stars are getting married today in Las Vegas. How hard up are we for news? 


Ah, Nancy, you gotta be happy for them! And who doesnt love that "Over the Edge" song from the Point Break 
movie! Zzzzzzł zzzt true love thumphs: Traci Guns and Phil Lewis of LA. Guns are getting married today at the 


New York, New York casino zzzzt heard it here, exclusively from KXPT. 


Lzzzzt again who? 
Axl pressed a button and spoke directly to his driver. "Change of plans. Take the interstate to Las Vegas." 
At the casino, Tracii and Phil grabbed breakfast, then went to the front desk to greet Tracii's family. 


Tracii's mom was a tiny, rambunctious bundle of trouble, just like her son. She swanned in wearing a flowing, 
beaded hippie dress, a head of curly hair, and a big smile. "Come give your mother a kiss!" she said, planting 

smooches first on Tracii's left cheek and then his right, before turning and grabbing Phil so she could do the 
same to him. He flailed a bit in a surprise. "Let me look at you! Oh, you're gonna make my boy so happy." 


Trailing behind her was an elderly man in a black suit, wearing comically over-sized glasses. "Uncle Cheski,” 


Tracii said, going to embrace him. "I'm so glad to see you." 


"Yankel, at last, we have come to the day of your wedding," said Uncle Cheski in a creaky, little-used voice. He 
squinted at Tracii and then at Phil; even with his glasses, he barely seemed to see them. 


lm not Yankel," Tracii told him, raising his voice a little. "Yankel was your brother, Uncle Cheski. I'm Tracii. 


Remember me?" 


"Don't stress him out," said Tracii's mom. "He's still in 1955 most of the time." She gave Uncle Cheski a 


comforting pat on the shoulder. 


He was still squinting at Phil. "She looks like a shiksa," Uncle Cheski said to Tracii in what he must've thought 


was a whisper. "Look at those blue eyes. She's got those the-Cossack-came-by eyes." 


Phil was aghast. Tracii's mom, not at all perturbed, took Uncle Cheski by the hand and led him into the 
elevator, leaving Tracii and Phil to shoulder their luggage. "I think your uncle thinks I'm a woman," said Phil to 


Tracii. 


"Yeah, his eyesight's been going since before | was born," said Tracii. "Mom's probably right. Just let him think 
what he wants to think" 


By the time they got Tracii's mom and uncle into their own hotel room, the other quests had started showing 
up at the chapel, which was now done up with a Chuppah, flowers, and even a guest book sitting in the foyer. 
To their great relief, more people than they'd expected showed up for the wedding. Phil had privately been 
worried that they'd be exchanging vows in front of empty pews. Tracii's family took the first pew on his side 
of the aisle, and Kelly, Mick, and their wives filled up the first pew on Phil's side. Tracii had invited his tattoo 


artist from the night before, who actually showed up with his own girlfriend on his arm. 
The next guest had not RSVP'd. 


"Did you even receive an invitation?" Phil wondered aloud as Bobby Blotzer, late of the band Ratt, strolled in 


and signed the guest book. 
"Blotz," growled Tracii. 
"Hi Phil," said Blotzer. "Hi, Tracii. How's your mom?" 


As if on cue, Tracii's mom came running into the foyer. "Bobby!" she said, clapping her hands with glee. "So 


good to see youl | didn't know you were coming." 


"Good to see you, Mrs. Guns," said Blotzer, pulling Tracii's mom into an overly-long hug. Tracii forcibly shoved 
them apart. 


"Don't even think about it," he said to Blotzer. 


‘Im just here to share in your special day," Blotzer said, his face the very picture of innocence. "You're taking 
it the wrong way. Hey, | even brought some gifts from a mutual friend" He nodded at a gift-wrapped box that 
he'd laid on the table next to the guest book. The tag declared that it was from "N. Sixx." 


"What did he send us?" Tracii asked, surprised to have gotten anything from his ex-Brides of Destruction 
bandmate. 


Phil popped the top off the box and he and Tracii peered inside. "He sent a ham to our Jewish wedding?" Tracii 
was overcome with disbelief. 


| watched you eat a hotdog just yesterday," Phil told him. 


‘Its the principle of the thing! And hey, you two!" Tracii went to break up Blotzer and his mom, who were 
standing way too close again. "That's enough! Go sit down, Blotzer. And stay on the other side of the aisle from 


my mom." 
Blotzer gave him a wounded look as he walked into the chapel. 


While Tracii and Phil left to get dressed, another guest arrived. "Do you have an invitation?" asked the hotel 


bellboy who was standing in as a greeter. 


Letting his sunglasses slide down his nose, Axl said, "My name is Axl Rose. That's my invitation” He brushed 
past the bellboy and took a seat in the second pew, right behind Tracii's family. He slouched down, pushing his 
sunglasses back up his nose. Tracii's mom would have recognized him, but she was too busy making eyes with 


Bobby Blotzer across the aisle. 


Just moments later, another man took a seat next to Axl. He was wearing black robes and a black veil over his 


face. "Who are you supposed to be?" asked Axl. "Somebody's widow?" 


Lifting his veil, Taime Downe, best known as the lead singer of Faster Pussycat, fixed Axl with his penetrating 
glare. "Axl. Should've known your ass would crawl in for this. Good to see you tear yourself away from being 


the Howard Hughes of rock ‘n roll for a few hours.” 


‘| wouldn't miss this for the world," Axl said "What's with the veil? No, let me guess. You hogtied Phil in the 


back and you're gonna walk down the aisle and hope Tracii marries you instead." 

‘I'm not the marrying kind." 

"Not into commitment? Neither is Tracii. You're perfect for each other!" 

"What happened between you and Tracii is ancient history," Taime snapped at Axl. "This is his wedding day. 
Either sit here with whatever grace and dignity you can muster, which god knows would be a first for you, or 
walk out and go fuck some hookers with that money Slash earned for you." 

Axl hissed as though burned. 

"Yeah, | went there," said Taime. "Behave. The ceremony's about to start." 

Phil had outright refused to play the bride part and do the veiling ceremony and so forth, so the ceremony 
skipped ahead to Phil and Tracii joining the rabbi under the chuppah. The rabbi was dressed up as older, Vegas- 
era, white suit Elvis. 

"We will begin with the exchange of rings," said the rabbi. His bald pate gleaned under the lights. 

Phil was a little sad that they couldn't use the cheap rings Tracii had given him on the day they got engaged. 
There held a sentimental place in his heart, but according to Jewish tradition, the wedding rings had to be plain 


gold, so Tracii's mom gave them the ones she and Tracii's dad had worn for their wedding. 


They put on the rings, and then the rabbi read the marriage contract aloud. He asked for two witnesses to 


sign it, so Kelly and Mick got up and did their part. 

Then Rabbi Elvis then did the seven blessings over a cup of wine. By the time Phil and Tracii actually got to 
drink the wine, Phil's heart had started pounding. He could feel all the eyes on him. This was starting to feel 
less like a scam or a joke, and more like an actual wedding than he'd been expecting. 

The door to the chapel flew open, and Steve Riley stomped in. "Stop the wedding! | object!" 

Gasps came up from the audience. 


"Get out of here, Steve," Phil managed to say. "You're ruining everything." 


"Hey, Steve, fuck you," yelled Tracii. "This isn't a Christian wedding! You don't get to speak now or forever hold 


your peace!" 


"You're a fraud!" Steve went on. "And this wedding is a sham. You don't really love each other. Phil's only 


marrying you for the green card." 


Phil grabbed at Tracii's shoulder, not so much to hold him back from attacking Steve Riley as to keep himself 


on his feet. His carefully-drawn out plans were crumbling all around him. 

Tracii squared his jaw. "| can't speak for Phil,” he told Steve. "But | do love Phil. And I'll prove it” With that, he 
spun on his heel, unzipped his fly, bent over, and yanked down his pants to reveal a fresh tattoo that read 
simply PHIL on his ass. 

Rabbi Elvis caught Phil as he nearly fainted into his arms. 


"See this, Riley!" said Tracii, pointing at his tattoo. "You can kiss this!" 


The sound of glass shattering caught everyone's attention. Uncle Cheski had thrown a glass upon the floor and 
stepped on it. "Mazel Tov!" he cried 


"This is the best wedding ever," said Axl Rose, before flinging some rice into Steve Riley's face. 
Before anyone could stop her, Tracii's mom jumped up and ran to beat at Steve with her purse. "How dare you 
ruin my boy's special day! Get out of here!" This prompted Bobby Blotzer to run after her, gathering her into 


his arms and murmuring, "Hush baby, | got you." 


Steve, realizing he was defeated, slunk out. Tracii pulled his pants back up just as Phil recovered enough to sit 


up and look around. He was pale in the face but otherwise all right. "Is that it? Are we married?" 

"That's it," Tracii assured him, taking him by the hand. "Breaking the glass was the last step." 

"Arent we supposed to kiss?" 

Tracii pulled him into his arms and kissed Phil breathless. 

Uncle Cheski turned to Axl and said, "With any luck, by this time next year we'll be at a bris" 

"| doubt it, old man," mumbled Axl. 

The party fucking rocked. With Blotzer there, they even had a drummer for their all-star, impromptu jam. Axl 
sang Queen's "You're My Best Friend’, and Mick and Kelly did instrumental versions of Tracii's favorite Hendrix 


and Led Zeppelin songs. But it was Taime who insisted on singing during Tracii and Phil's first dance. 


"This one goes out to the happy couple," Taime told the audience. "| can't sing it like Phil can, but it's the 


thought that counts, right? So this is for you." And then he launched into "Do You Love Me?", originally by 
KISS, but also covered by Phil's old band, Girl. 


“That's your song," Tracii told Phil, holding him close as they swayed together. "I wore out that album listening 


To you sing this over and over." 


"| do love you," whispered Phil. "You drive me mad, and you break my heart sometimes.. but l'm so glad to be 


here with you.” 


A beautiful smile lit up Tracii's face. "Hey, so we did it a bit backwards. Sure, most people fall in love first, and 


then get married, but hey, it all ended up good. Better than good. Perfect.” 


Tracii's mom and Bobby Blotzer danced past them, lost in one another's eyes, but they were so blissed out 


that Tracii forgot to be mad. 


